


You've Got Messages

by greyveined



Category: Grey's Anatomy
Language: English
Characters: Arizona R., Callie  T.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-12 00:02:08
Updated: 2016-04-17 02:59:16
Packaged: 2016-04-27 18:35:42
Rating: K
Chapters: 5
Words: 6,840
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: AU. Callie and Arizona first come across each other over texts, trying to keep an anonymous identity for as long as possible. They're both still surgeons working at the same hospital. What happens when their paths cross?





	1. Chapter 1

**You've Got Messages**

Callie Torres was a superstar. She was a superstar with a scalpel. Even though she was a fourth-year resident, she had built quite the reputation as an Ortho miracle worker, all over the East Coast.

Callie had started the day deciding to box up her sadness and anger, putting all her energy into her work. Everyone was astonished when Callie found a way to build a homeless man titanium legs from scratch. They shouldn't have been, after all she was a surgical superstar. She was excited, this was a ground-breaking procedure, and it could let a man walk again. It seemed like her luck was about to turn. The key word being 'seemed'.

Callie, Mark, Cristina, Hunt and a couple of others began operating on the patient. Before Callie was able to begin her part of the procedure, the patient crashed. Hunt announced the time of death. She knew it was irrational, but she began to shout, blaming the surgeons and nurses who surrounded the operating table.

"You had one job! I….I built the man legs from _scratch_, all you had to do was keep him alive!" She shouted and cried all at once. It looked like she was having a mental break down.

The surgeons were surprised to say the least. Callie was always such a warm, big-hearted person, and she knew this wasn't their fault. Patients crash. Death happens. After all, as surgeons they were familiar with death.

Instinctively, Mark and Cristina became protective of Callie. They demanded everyone to leave the room, and the surgical staff complied. They both stood there in silence as Callie cried, pouring her heart out.

* * *

><p>The trio now sat at Joe's bar. Callie was drinking away her sorrows, and Mark and Cristina joined. They weren't ones to turn down a drink….or five.<p>

As Callie began to finish her fifth glass of white wine, she started to think about her life. She was heart broken. Erica left her. It wasn't that she was in love with Erica, but that was the last straw. She was convinced the universe was against her. It wasn't Erica who broke her heart – it was the universe.

"Callie…" Mark said with his voice full of concern

"George used me as a rebound girl….or wife….he….cheated on me with a Barbie doll….and Erica? She left me out of the blue. I didn't even get a text…..ha…..I'm not even worth a text? How pathetic is that…..and my family? If they ever find out I dated a girl….they'd, I don't even know what they'd do. And come to think of it - me and Erica fought because I defended Izzie Stevens…..the Barbie doll who my ex-husband cheated on me with. My girlfriend left me because I defended my ex-husbands mistress…who even does that?" Callie said bitterly, but towards the end she was laughing, even if she was laughing alone.

"Someone with a heart as big as yours. That's who. Callie, that heart of yours? Its not a flaw, it's a….its a…" Mark paused trying to think of the right word

"….a blessing?" Cristina piped in.

"Yeah. I mean…a heart thaaat big? Man, Cristina must fantasise about ripping it out" Mark teased.

"It's a shame Hahn beat me to it" Cristina deadpanned.

"Yaaang! Way too soon" Mark warned her, whispering the last part.

"Lets stop talking about hearts, Cristina looks like she's getting really hot and bothered" Mark teased.

The two women smirked. "Yeah….she's using her _game _voice" Callie stated.

"Game voice?" Cristina raised her eyebrows amused.

"Oh please Yang, I live with you. The walls are thin and I know how your tone changes when you want to get it on" Callie replied, before ordering another round of drinks.

* * *

><p>The trio carried on drinking. Eventually, Callie was beyond drunk, she could barely walk. Cristina helped Mark carry Callie to her apartment. Mark took Callie's boots off and tucked her into bed. He was pretty drunk himself so Cristina gave him some sheets and told him to crash on their couch.<p>

"You know what we should do…" Mark began.

"No." Cristina replied before he finished.

"What? Oh Yang….get your mind out of the gutter. Besides I'm spoken for, I was going to say let's phone the house lady?" He mumbled.

"The….what…." Cristina replied confused.

Mark searched his pockets taking out a small piece of paper with a number on it. He pulled it off an advertisement for a roommate on a noticeboard near the cafeteria. He handed it to an equally drunk Cristina.

"Get your phone out" Mark said.

Cristina searched her pockets, she must have dropped it somewhere in the apartment, she would be too drunk to find it. She then spotted Callie's on the table. She guessed Callie's passcode, and smiled smugly when she figured it was the Latina's birthday. '_Typical Torres' _she thought.

Cristina was so drunk she didn't even realise she was voice-noting the number through text, rather than calling it.

"She's picked up, that was quick. Hello…hello…..is this mister house man or lady…..Mark, she's not speaking…..hey we want your house, we found your number in the…..erm…..er toilets…." Cristina didn't realise the phone never rang, and she was having a one-way conversation with a stranger. Cristina's "phone call" was not particularly funny, but Mark was so drunk he couldn't stop laughing, he snatched the phone from Yang, mumbling some words and then he threw it across the room.

"Why did you do that?" Cristina gasped, and then laughed "Callie is going to kill you" Cristina got up to find the phone, but somehow she landed in her bed and fell asleep. Mark did the same on the couch.

* * *

><p>Arizona had just arrived home. It was 4am. She was tired. She had just finished from a six-hour heart surgery on a ten-year old boy. She wasn't having the best week. She recently moved to Seattle, and she had practically no friends, and she was yet to find a roommate. She killed some of her loneliness off with one night stands, but they always left her emptier.<p>

Perhaps that's why when her phone buzzed, she was excited. When she opened the message to hear an incoherent voice note from an unknown number, she was more amused than annoyed. She decided to reply.

_Hey…?_

**A/N: I know I've already began two other fics, but I can't tell if people are still interested in them or not so I ended up writing another instead of continuing them!**

**As always, if you think its worth continuing, leave a review. (Or I'll assume its boring, and leave it lol)**


	2. Chapter 2

Callie was laying on her stomach asleep when Cristina began to poke the side of her body.

"Cristina!" she moaned. She had an awful hangover and she wasn't in the mood for her roommate's antics.

"Its almost 3pm" Cristina replied

"I don't have to be in the hospital until the evening" Callie mumbled

"Callie…"

Callie stuffed her head back into her pillow trying to ignore Cristina

Cristina walked across the room, undoing the curtains, blinding Callie with the sunlight. She then grabbed Callie's ankles from under the cover, and dragged her body until she fell off the bed.

"What the…YANG!" Callie screamed as she hit the floor. She reached over for her pillow and threw it at her roommate.

"Hey! I tried to wake you up the nice way"

"You were _poking _me?!"

With that, Cristina left the room laughing "ha! That's me playing nice. I made you breakfast, get up"

Callie made her way to the bathroom, she washed her hands, brushed her teeth and glanced at the mirror. '_Well…I look how I feel….like shit' _she thought to herself. She promptly left the bathroom and made her way to the kitchen.

Cristina placed a bowl of captain crunch in front of her. "Are you serious? You pulled me out of bed to feed me captain crunch?" she said as she put a mouthful of the cereal in her mouth.

"You know I don't cook." Yang replied, and with that Callie rolled her eyes. This wasn't going to do anything for her raging headache.

Yang mumbled something about heart surgery and left for the door. Callie ate her cereal, and when she placed her plate in the sink she noticed her iPhone was also in it. '_I do not remember putting that there' _she thought.

She saw a notification from an unknown number, it was a simple _"Hey…?" _

_'__Maybe it was from Erica! I'm going to give that bitch a piece of my mind' _she thought. First she needed to make sure it was her, so she replied back _"You texted me. Who are you?" _She pressed send and placed the phone in her bag, deciding to have a shower before her consultation at six.

* * *

><p><em>BUZZ. <em>The vibration of Arizona's phone woke her up. She read the message, but she was more concerned with the time displayed on her phone. _'Shit. Shit. Shit. Oh God, no' _Arizona thought as she looked at her clock. '_Why didn't my alarm go off?' _Arizona checked the time again, rubbing her eyes. It was 5.40pm and she had to discuss a case with an Ortho surgeon at six. She was definitely going to be late.

Arizona was not the type of girl to be late. She had a former-marine as a father, and he always made sure she knew it was unacceptable to be late.

Earlier that morning, she was paged at the hospital at six for an emergency surgery, scrubbing out at two. She was in desperate need of sleep before her consult in the evening, but all of the on-call rooms were occupied by surgeons who definitely weren't using them to sleep. So, she called a cab and went home to nap for three hours. Her alarm clearly failed, and now she was rushing to get ready and leave for the hospital.

* * *

><p><strong>Arizona's POV<strong>

_Oh great, I'm going to be late for my meeting with Dr Torres from Ortho. _He was probably a middle-aged man, who'll want to undermine my professional opinion to assert his dominance. I looked through my emails, searching for the consult details. First, I had to meet him in the x-ray room to go over the details of the potential surgery.

As I made my way to the lift, I went over the case in my mind. I was fairly new, and I was late, I had a point to prove. I gave myself a pep talk. _You're the best at what you do Arizona, don't worry._

I entered the x-ray room, my eyes searching for any male attendings. _Shoot, I must have missed him. _There was no one in the room, apart from a woman in light-blue coloured resident scrubs. Her back was facing me as she studied some x-rays, so I took the opportunity to take in her magnificent form. My eyes wandered over the back of her thick behind, which seemed to have just about fitted in those light-blue scrub pants. _Wow. Snap out of it, Arizona. Be professional. _

Eager to see if her front matched her amazing behind, I asked a question. "Hi, have you seen Dr Torres? I'm supposed to be meeting him, but I was running a little late…." I begin to uncharacteristically ramble.

The resident doesn't turn to face me it looks like she never heard me, so I walk closer to her. I lightly touch her arm to get her attention, and it works. She turns around. _Oh dear God, her arms are so smooth and soft. _I'm tempted to let my hands linger at her arms a bit longer, enjoying the feel of such simple skin-to-skin contact. _Snap out of it, Arizona._

When I look up, my jaw almost drops. She was gorgeous. Drop dead gorgeous. Her body alone was enough to seal any deal, but her face? _Oh God. _She had smooth caramel-coloured skin. Her eyes? _Wow. _They were so big, brown, and soulful. She had perfect plump heart-shaped lips and cheekbones that looked like they were chiselled in the heavens. Actually, she seemed like she was from the heavens. Her hair was dark. It was long and thick, and it fell perfectly on her neck and chest.

"Dr Robbins?" She said, pulling me out of my haze. _Pull yourself together, Arizona. _

I coughed to clear my throat. "You can call me Arizona" I said trying to be smooth, but it came out as a pathetic mumble. _Why am I being like this?_

"I just wanted to ask if you saw Dr Torres around? I was supposed to meet him, but he's late…" I asked

"_SHE _is not late" she said simply.

"Excuse me?" I replied

"I'm Dr Torres."

I was not expecting that. I was expecting Dr Torres to be an attending, and well…a man. Not a super hot Latina resident.

"I'm sorry for being so late, I'm not normally like this, it was just that…" I began rambling

"Its okay. Attending's tend to do that"

"Not me"

"Yet here you are. Over 30 minutes late" She dead-panned. _Was she mad? She can't be mad. I'm the attending._

I was speechless. Dr Torres was very badass.

I cleared my throat once again. "So….the patient is a ten year old girl, her hands have been crushed beyond repair. What do you recommend Dr Torres?" I asked, eager to assert my dominance as her teacher and sound professional.

"I don't believe its damaged beyond repair. I recommend inserting an internal fixator."

I was surprised. The bones were pretty crushed. "That seems to be too adventurous for this case. I understand what you're saying, but in this case the bone is damaged beyond repair. Its completely crushed. An amputation is necessa-"

"I can fix it" she interrupted, with an expressive look in her eyes. Up until now she seemed a bit robotic. "I've gone over the x-rays a hundred times, the bones can be salvaged. There may be little bone, but that's where the external fixator comes in. Most surgeons can't, but I'm not like most surgeons. I've done many similar cases, I can show you the files if you like? Dr Robbins, I think we owe it to Jenny to fix her hand. She loves to draw."

_Jenny? Was she this invested in all her patients? _I found myself wanting to know more about her. I was impressed.

I cleared my throat again. "Okay"

"Okay?" she asked surprised

"Yeah" I smiled, taking in her beautiful features. "Come on, you can give Jenny the good news" I said, revealing my dimples.

* * *

><p>Later that night, once Arizona was in the comfort of her own bed, she got her phone out. She saw read the message from the unknown number <em>"You texted me. Who are you?"<em>

She once again found herself lonely, and feeling a need to reply. '_Apparently, I'm mister house man….or lady'_ she wrote back and then clicked send. To her surprise, the stranger read it immediately, and was typing..

**A/N: What do you guys think so far? Would you like to see more?**


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: Just to clear up some confusion, Callie's messages are in bold, and Arizona's in '**_inverted commas and italic.' _

**Also, I know I said Arizona took a cab home in the other chapter, but I should have clarified, that was because she was exhausted - not because she lived far away. **

* * *

><p><strong>General POV<strong>

After her meeting with the new Paediatrics attending, Callie decided to catch up with her charts. She had a lot. She could have delegated it to an intern, but she was happy to keep her mind occupied until her surgery later that night. Her head was hurting more and more, and it appeared as though her headache from earlier wasn't from a hangover.

Cristina towered over Callie, holding a bag of chips and chewing loudly as Callie continued charting. _Chomp. Chomp. Chomp. _"You got any surgeries I can assist in?" Cristina mumbled with a mouthful of chips.

"Oh God, Cristina. Chew….and then talk…or at the very least….chew" Callie said rubbing her temples as she took in a deep breath.

Cristina rolled her eyes "I want in on a surgery."

"No can do, I'm using an intern tonight"

"Hey.." Cristina said, putting both of her hands in the air dramatically. "…what you do in your spare time is your business."

"Cristina!"

"Screw your intern. I need a scalpel in my hand, its been too long"

"You should ha-" _Achoo. _Callie sneezed and Cristina instinctively pulled a chart to her face and took a huge step back.

Callie got up, and took a step forward "you shou-"

"NO! You stay back there. Don't take another step. I do _not _have time for a cold, I haven't held a scalpel in five fricking days."

"What? Stop being dramatic, I don't have a cold."

"Callie, you're all flustered, you've been complaining about your headache all day, and you're sneezing…..you have a cold."

"Who has a cold?" Chief Webber was marching down the corridor and paused near the girls when he heard Cristina complaining.

"Callie" Cristina quickly pointed out.

"Torres. Go home."

"But I-"

"Now, Torres. I do not have time for all of my surgeons and nurses to go down with the flu. You know the rules. Home." He asserted sternly. Callie knew there was no changing his mind.

"Yes, sir" Callie said, she had no choice but to go home now. She picked up her charts and pushed them into Cristina's chest. "Yang, finish up my charts will you?" she said smirking.

"You little…." Cristina began, before she looked at the Chief who raised his eyebrows. "Of course I will, Dr Torres" she said faking a smile. As Callie and the chief walked away, Cristina sat down and began to sulk.

* * *

><p><strong>Callie's POV<strong>

I unlocked the blue door to my apartment, and went straight into my bedroom, immediately falling face-first into my pillow. _Ugh, just my luck, I guess I wont have anything to keep myself occupied with after all. Time to think about how everything in my life is so fucked up. _I began my internal, self-loathing monologue, only to be interrupted by the vibration of my phone.

_'__Apparently, I'm mister house man….or lady'_

It was from the same unknown number who had texted me earlier. _Okay, that definitely didn't seem like Erica. Maybe it was Mark pranking her? _I decided to play along, I needed something to distract myself from my inevitable self-destruction anyway. I wrote a message and pressed send.

**Is that what they're calling you now? I have to admit it's a step down from McSteamy **

_'__McSteamy? Hmmm, that your boyfriend?'_ The person responded. _Well, that was quick._

**Mark! I know its you…**

_'__Not that I mind you calling me steamy or anything, but you should scroll up your messages…you sent me quite an interesting voice note last night….'_

With that, my eyes widened. _Oh God, did I drunk dial Erica last night?_ I quickly scrolled up and spotted the voice note I somehow missed earlier. I pressed play and listened to the cringe message. _Mark and Cristina…I'm going to kill them._

**I am so embarrassed. That wasn't me! It was my friends….very drunk friends**

_'__S U R E'_

**No, really! I found my phone in the sink this morning. I'm sorry about that.**

_'__In the SINK? REALLY? Anyways its not actually a house, its an apartment…and I'm still looking for a roommate if you or your 'very drunk friends' are interested?'_

Reading the last message, I couldn't help feeling disappointed. I really wanted it to be Erica, just so I could give that bitch a piece of my mind. I deserved closure, no correction – I needed it. Grabbing some aspirin from the bag tossed at the bottom of my bed, I took two tablets, and switched the light off. After a couple of minutes, my eyelids felt heavy, I closed them and began to drift to sleep.

* * *

><p>I could feel someone staring at me whilst I slept. I opened my very eyes slowly to find Mark in my bed. He laid on the right side of the bed, propped up by his elbow, staring at me. I closed my eyes again. It looked like he was waiting for me to wake up properly, but his patience was evidently wearing thin.<p>

"For God's sake, wake up already" he said sounding impatient. I forced one eye open and I moaned, turning to the other side so my back was to him.

"What do you want?"

"I need to talk."

"Talk to me when I'm awake"

"You're not exactly sleep-talking right now…you're awake enough, get up….besides I can't wait."

After a moment of hesitation, I turned to Mark. Sighing and rubbing my eyes, I looked up to him. Mark was my best friend, and he was always there for me when disaster struck.

"This better be good Sloan." I said urging him to continue.

"Lexie wants to go public"

"Little Grey?"

"Yes…"

"and…?" I asked, looking a little confused.

He looked up at me with a defeated look on his face. "Derek asked me to _stay away_ from her."

I let out a yawn, sat up and leaned back against the headboard. "You really like her?"

"Well, yeah." He stated vulnerably, he lowered his gaze and began to fiddle with the corner of my pillow. I watched as he gulped.

"She's incredible. When I'm with her, its not just….its not just sex. I mean the sex is pretty crazy, she does this thin-"

"Mark! Focus" I scolded.

He smiled. "Right. My point is, Lexie is _different_. When I look at her, I get this weird fuzzy feeling in my stomach, and I know it sounds pathetic, but I feel like a school kid in love. I don't want to hurt her, I never want to hurt her, but Derek…"

"Screw Derek. Lexie makes you feel like you're more than a McSteamy piece of ass. She makes you happy, you deserve someone like her. Mark, you're _not _a bad guy. And don't you _ever_ let them make you feel like you are one, and that you're not worth more than sex. You go and you tell Derek exactly what you told me" I said, as I lowered my head to meet my best friend's eyes.

"You really think that, Cal?" He asked, the vulnerability was evident in his voice.

"No. I know that" I whispered confidently. "Now, go. Get out of my flu-ridden bed and go get your girl" I demanded.

"I hate to break it to you, but I think I'm the one that gave you the cold." He said guiltily.

"What?" I questioned, raising my eyebrows.

"Well, you know I was recovering from a cold a couple of days ago, and last night, I may have drank from your wine glass a couple of times…"

"Mark!" I scolded.

"What? You know people judge me when I order wine! Its sexist, men can drink wine!"

"Ugh" I shoved him off my bed, and I discreetly smiled as he stumbled to his feet.

Mark was about to say something, but he was interrupted by some very loud rock music playing in the apartment bloc. _Oh God, I need to go back to sleep. Stupid neighbours! _Mark looked at me sympathetically, he knew the music was making my headache worst. "I'm going to find Lexie. I'll tell them to shut up, so you can carry on sleeping, okay?" He said as he made his way to the door.

I nodded, as I covered my ears with a pillow. "Thanks! My head is spinning" I moaned.

* * *

><p><strong>General POV<strong>

Arizona grew rather impatient, waiting for the unknown number to respond to her text message, so she decided to clean her apartment. There was nothing else to do after she finished cleaning, so she decided to get an early night's sleep. However, shortly after closing her eyes, she heard some very loud music playing in the building.

_'__Oh God, let me sleep' _she thought, as she threw the blanket over her head. She waited a couple of minutes for the music to die down, or for her loud neighbours to switch the music off completely, but they didn't. She promptly got out of bed, slipped on her night shoes, and made her way to the offender's apartment.

Outside of said apartment, she spotted a tall, handsome man with salt and pepper-coloured hair. He was knocking on the door, and looked as equally as annoyed as Arizona.

The tall man spotted Arizona. "Dr Robbins?" He asked.

Arizona didn't recognise him, but she assumed he also worked at the hospital. "Yes. I'm sorry, do you work at Seattle Grace?" She asked politely.

He nodded. "Mark Sloan, Plastics." He added proudly.

As the apartment door opened, Mark immediately diverted his attention to the young man who owned the apartment. It looked like he was having a small, yet very loud party. Mark scolded the man, and told him he was disturbing his friend who was feeling ill and needed sleep. The man went back in the room to lower the volume significantly, Mark thanked him and then turned to Arizona, as he began to walk.

"So, Dr Sloan….do you live in this complex?" Arizona asked curiously.

"I wish" he laughed out. "My lease is running up. My best friend lives here, I was just visiting her." He replied.

"Oh really? I'm looking for a roommate if you're interested?" Arizona asked.

"Oh, I'm definitely interested. Which apartment?" He replied enthusiastically.

"Good! Are you free now, I can quickly show you around?" Arizona replied excited to have found a potential roommate.

"Sure." Mark didn't really have to even look around the apartment, it was already a done deal for him. It was close to the hospital, and his best friend. "When can I move in?" he asked smugly.

* * *

><p>Now wide awake, and with nothing to do, Callie decided to respond to the last text she received from the unknown number.<p>

_'__In the SINK? REALLY? Anyways its not actually a house, its an apartment…and I'm still looking for a roommate if you or your drunk friends are interested?'_

**Really. Sorry, I already have an apartment, and a neurotic roommate! Seriously if she knew you were trying to tempt me to move to your apartment, she would cut your heart open (don't ask)**

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Are you guys enjoying it so far? I realise its a bit of a slow burn, but are there any scenes you would like to see? How often would you like updates?**


	4. Chapter 4a

**A/N: Hey guys, the site wouldn't let me upload this document as a whole (it must have been too large?) so I'm going to upload it in two-parts. 4b to follow immediately!**

**Also, shout out to BattleshipArizona for her encouragement, awesome reviews, feedback and input!**

* * *

><p><strong>Arizona's POV<strong>

A few days had passed since Mark signed the lease to the apartment, and today he was going to move his stuff in. I was pretty excited to have a roommate, I could use some adult conversation. Mark wasn't my usual choice of friend, but he seemed like a nice enough guy. Although, there was that one time I caught him staring at my breasts for a bit too long.

I had offered to help him unpack, but I was called into an emergency surgery early on in the day. When I arrived home, and unlocked the door to my apartment, I found a load of boxes all over the living room and kitchen floor. I also noticed some knee-length, leather boots by the door, so I assumed Mark called his friend over to help him unpack.

I looked to the couch to find Mark eating pizza. It seemed like he was taking a break from unpacking to eat.

"Oh hey, want some pizza?" he asked, as he glanced in my direction. "There's extra cheeeeese?" He added with a wide grin, trying to tempt me.

"Oh God, yes!" I said, as I made my way to the couch, carefully manoeuvring myself around the boxes spread all over the floor. "I haven't eaten anything since this morning, I'm starving."

"Where's your friend?" I asked him curiously, pointing at the leather boots in the doorway with my eyes.

"She's taking a nap in my room. Turns out, I'm not very good at packing…or unpacking, so she did most of the work today. You don't mind, do you?" he asked.

"No, not at all." I said as I grabbed a cheesy slice of goodness and put in my mouth. "Mmmmmmm, this is amazing" I moaned loudly. He smiled in response. "That good huh?" I nodded and moaned again, taking an even bigger bite.

As we continued to make comfortable conversation while eating, Mark's bedroom door creaked open, and we both turned our heads. It was Dr Torres. She had one hand over her eyes, and the other covered her yawning mouth. She had just woken up from her nap, and she was wearing her pyjamas which consisted of some _very short_ shorts that revealed her toned thighs and clung perfectly to her well-rounded ass. She was also wearing a loose sweater that had 'Harvard' written across it.

I watched her as she arched her lower back and yawned. I could see her knees bending slightly, and her thick butt coming out a little more. I don't think she realised how much of an erotic pose it was, and I felt an ache in the pit of my stomach. I was in awe. I felt my mouth dry up, and I must have been staring for far too long because Mark began to fake a cough, whilst staring at me with a knowing grin plastered across his face.

I visibly shook myself out of my haze, as the caramel-skinned beauty in front of us stopped yawning, and began to speak in a very low and husky, tired voice.

"Did you invite little Grey over? Because as a sad, single person, the last thing I want to hear is other people making sex sounds!" She ranted with her eyes still covered. _Oh God, she covered them because she was afraid she would see something inappropriate! _I was _mortified. Was she referring to my pizza moaning? _

Mark laughed so hard in response that he began to choke on his coke. "You can open your eyes, Cal. Its just Arizona moaning to pizza" he replied, after he stopped coughing.

Dr Torres dropped her hands from her eyes, and when she saw me, I saw the hint of a blush on her cheeks. I smiled awkwardly in response.

"_Dr_ _Robbins?" _She asked surprised. I could tell by the way she glanced down at her body that she was now feeling self conscious of outfit. I watched as she tried to discreetly cover her exposed body by hiding behind the counter in the kitchen.

"You can call me Arizona. I'm sorry about the noise, we must've woken you up…" Upon realising what I just said, my mouth dropped. "Oh no…we weren't…" I said pointing from Mark to myself. "Oh _God, no_….I mean, if you think I'm loud when I'm having pizza, you should hear me when I'm…." _Oh God, what am I saying? Oh God, Oh God. I'm rambling again. _

"Robbins! You're going to give the poor girl a heart attack!" Mark laughed out, interrupting my monologue. I glanced at Dr Torres whose eyes had widened in response, and her face had now turned a shade of red. I assumed it was from her cringing for me, but from what Mark had suggested, she could have been getting flustered.

"So, you guys have met?" Mark asked as he looked from Callie to me, and then back.

"Yeah, Dr Robbins is the….erm attending in charge of Jenny's case." Callie mumbled, while fidgeting with the sleeve of her sweater.

Seeing a flustered and nervous Dr Torres made me feel a little more confident. "We're actually scheduled for Jenny's surgery together in a couple of days" I added. Although I was talking to Mark, I didn't break eye contact with Dr Torres.

* * *

><p>By now, we had finished eating, Mark was lost in his own thoughts as he was busy unpacking a box, and I decided to clear the table. Dr Torres stayed behind the counter, and was drinking some water. I walked up to the opposite side of the counter, and leaned my elbows on to the worktop so I could reach the bin to throw the paper plates away. I could feel Dr Torres' gaze.<p>

"If I knew Mark had moved in with you, I would have dressed more human, and I wouldn't had rolled out of bed in my nighties…" She began to ramble, it was clear she was embarrassed of her outfit.

"Hey, _I am not complaining_" I replied instinctively as I looked at her legs. I was shocked by my own admission, and my eyes widened in horror as it dawned onto me what I had just said. I looked up at her, and she had dropped her jaw a little, and straightened her posture up. Her cheeks were tinted pink!


	5. Chapter 4b

**A/N: In this chapter, Arizona's texts are in bold, and **_'Callie's in italic and inverted commas'._

* * *

><p>"Hey, <em>I am not complaining<em>" I replied instinctively as I looked at her legs. I was shocked by my own admission, and my eyes widened in horror as it dawned onto me what I had just said. I looked up at her, and she had dropped her jaw a little, and straightened her posture up. Her cheeks were tinted pink!

"I… erm…." She was speechless. _Shit Arizona, you've made her uncomfortable. _I decided to make a swift exit, in a bid to save myself from any further embarrassment. I backed away from the counter, and began to walk backwards.

"Well, I should leave you guys to it…I should go…." I looked at my watch. "…its pretty late."

"Where are you going? You live here?" Mark interrupted amused by my illogical speech.

"What?" I said suddenly aware of what I just said. I could feel my face burning, and Mark began to chuckle as Dr Torres mouthed at him to "shut up". I gulped.

"Oh…I meant, I should go…as in….to my room….to sleep. I have to wake up early….surgery." I said as I walked to my bedroom, avoiding eye contact with both Mark and Dr Torres. I cleared my throat, "it was nice meeting you Dr Torres…again" _Oh God, I was rambling again. _I didn't wait for a response, but I caught a glimpse of her perfect toothy smile, as she replied "you, too".

At that, I quickly closed my bedroom door. I leaned my back against it, and I cringed. I could feel my flushed face. _Oh God, kill me now. She must think I'm such a perky, nervous geek! _

I could hear Mark laughing, and Dr Torres telling him to shut up. I fell to my bed, and in a bid to distract myself from my embarrassment, I took my phone out. Not quite sure who to text, I decided to message the unknown number who I hadn't spoken to in a few days.

The last text I received from the number was _'Really. Sorry, I already have an apartment, and a neurotic roommate! Seriously if she knew you were trying to tempt me to move to your apartment, she would cut your heart open (don't ask)'_

* * *

><p><strong>General POV<strong>

**Sorry about the delayed response. I completely embarrassed myself tonight, do you mind if I use you as a distraction?**

_'__Go for it.' _

**Tell me something about yourself? I know no one in this city!**

_'__hmmm, I hate questions like that, I never know what to say! I guess I could start by giving you my gender? Lol'_

**haha, that could be a start….**

_'__I'm a super hot girl'_

**super hot huh? You could add conceited to the list, too!**

_'__HEY! I WAS KIDDING. GOSH, NOW IF U EVER SEE ME YOU'RE GOING TO EXPECT ME TO BE ANGELINA JOLIE'_

**Angelina in Girl Interrupted or Maleficent?**

_'__Er… what difference does it make? She's hot in both.'_

**Good point. **

_'__You're turn…'_

**WHAT**

_'__Tell me something! Is your name really even Mister house man…or lady?'_

**HA! Okay, I'm also a super hot lady.**

_'__[cough cough] Conceited much?'_

**Very much so :p**

_'…__and what is the super hot lady's name?'_

**pshshsht! What do you think I am? I'm not that easy, you'll have to give me more if you want my name**

_'__...and I should trust you because?'_

**…****because u drunkenly called me first!**

_'__Technically my friends did, and u texted me first!'_

**What…okay. I'll give you a letter**

_'__A letter?'_

**Yes.**

_'__Go on then…'_

**Z **

_'__Hmmm…'_

**Well?**

_'__What?'_

**Why are you so difficult? Its your turn to give me something!**

_'__Wow, forward much?'_

**LOL. I'VE EMBARRASSED MYSELF ENOUGH TONIGHT, NOT YOU TOO UNKNOWN NUMBER!**

_'__What did you do?'_

**Don't ask. Lets just say… I hope your roommate finds out I tried to steal you away because having my heart cut open didn't seem so bad earlier!**

_'__P'_

**You need to or is that a hint to your name? **

_'__That's the letter you're getting. :D Well Z, are you feeling any better?'_

**Surprisingly, yes! Thanks, you can go to sleep or resume with your life now…this may sound pathetic, but I didn't really have anyone else to message, so….thanks**

_'__That does sound pathetic.'_

_'…__.just kidding!'_

_'__I totally get what you mean. Sometimes I still feel like that girl who ate her hair at the back of the class. You can always talk to me if u need a friend :)'_

**YIKES! You were that girl? Can you delete my number?**

**…****just kidding! (seriously don't!)**

_'__ha ha ha! Whatever. I'm going to have to get some sleep now, my friend is dragging my ass out of bed very very early tomorrow morning! Goodnight Z!'_

**Goodnight P! and thanks for the talk :) **

With that Arizona put her phone away, and decided to get some much needed sleep herself. As she closed her eyes, Mark barged into her room.

"Oh my god, Mark! Knock much?"

"knock knock" he replied smiling.

"You're supposed to do it, not say it"

"Whatever. I just wanted to say goodnight, Callie left a while back just in case you needed to come back out"

"_Excuse me? _What makes you think I would try to avoid her?"

Mark raised his eyebrows knowingly in responses.

"_You can call me Arizona" _Mark said mimicking my voice. "_Oh, Dr Torres! Please fix my bone!" _he continued to mimic me.

"I do not speak like that, and I did not say the last part!" I shouted as I threw a pillow at him.

"Yeah, well it was written all over your McHorny eyes! How come you've never asked me to call you Arizona huh?" he teased me as he left the room.

I could feel myself blushing. _Oh God, was it that obvious that I was crushing on Dr Torres?_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Hey guys! I decided Arizona should be Z because well, it suits her and Callie should be P because…Calliope! I also thought it would keep them more anonymous for longer.**

**Do let me know if you're enjoying the story. Do you enjoy the texting, or would you like a little less of it? Do you want more of Callie's POV?**

**Honest feedback would be appreciated!**


End file.
